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Nuss. XLII. 


Effutire leves indigna tragudia ver ſur 
Le feftis matrona moveri juſſa diebus. 


* 


| Had: for fome Days oberved fomething in A- 


— which was carried by Smiles and 
Whiſpers, between my * Lixard and her 
Daughters, with a profeſſẽ 

not trefpafs upon the Integrity of the Sparkler fo 
much aus- to fallieit her to break her Word even 
in a Trifle; but l take it for an Inſtauce of her Kind · 
neſs to me, that as foon as fhe was at Liberty the 
was impatient to let me know it, and this Morn- 
ing fent me the following Billet. . 


* Box of the Eighteen - Penny Gallery; you muſt 


come hither this Morning, for we thall be full of 
* Debates about the Characters. I was for Mareia 


‘ Jatt Night, but find that Partiality was owing. to 


wajted upon us all laſt Night 
© to Cato; we fat in the firft Seats in the 


Thurfday, April 30. 1713. 


Declaration tha. 
Mr. Trenſide ſhould not de in the Secret. I would 


¢ the Awe [ was under in her Fathet's Preſence; 


"4 © but this Morning Lucia is my Woman. You will 
tell me whether | am right or no when! fee you, 


but I think it is a more difficult Virtue to forbear 
1. into a Family, tho” the was in Love with 
14 


Heir of it, for no other Reafon but becauſe 
der Happinefs was inconfiftent with the Tranqui- 
I * liry of the whole Houfe to which the thould be 
‘ ally’d, | fay I think it a more generous Virtue in 
Lucia to conquer her Love trom this Motive, 
than in Marcia to ſuſpend hers in the preſent Cir- 


(Price Two Pence.) 


© cumftances of her Father and her Country 
pray be here to fettle theſe — * 
Nur moft 
and bedient 
Mar 7 Liard. 


I made all the hafte imaginable to the Family, 
where [ found Tom. with the Play in his Hand, and 
the whole Company with a fublime Chearfulnefs 
in their Countenance, all ready to fpeak to me at 
once; and betore i could draw my Chair, my La- 
dy her ſelf repeated, 
V' Tit vor à Sem of Hataret or Complexion, 
The Tincture of a Skin, that Ladmire; — 
Beanty foon grows familiar to the Lover, 
Falles in bis Eye, and palls upon the Senfe. 
The Virtuoxs Marcia tow’rs above ber Se 3 
True, fhe is fair, (Ob, bow divinely Fair!) 
But fill the lovely Maid improves ber Charis 
Mitb inward Greatnefs, unaffeded Wifdom, 
And San&iuy of Manners. 


I was going to fpeak when Mrs. Cornelia ſtood 


up, and with the moft gentle Accent Q ſweeteſt 


Tone of Vuice, facceeded her Mother. 
| 8 


for. 
Ways 
Jin. 
ned 
Sto. 
| | 
| 
| 
ave 
and — 
“arts — 
nd] 3 | | 
hea 
in @ | 
lild- | 
re of 
Toe 
the 
and 
N 
that 
Al- 
» Wi 
ir. 
las | 
ms. 
Sold 
Hon” 
that 
Hall 
| 
{ 
4 
7 


